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route to an interview with the automobile manufacturer—
when he is in Dearborn—is through his secretary, I was in-
formed. To reach this secretary, I was told, was somewhat
of a task in itself. And to get him interested in an inter-
view with Mr. Ford was like trying to walk on the water of
the artificial lake in front of the tractor factory. I was
supposed to be discouraged.
I had no intention of seeing Mr. Ford's secretary. There
was another official of the manufacturer's establishment with
some sympathetic understanding. He explained all over again
the routine which must lead a would-be interviewer through
the portals to the austere secretary. All over again I was not
interested. He confessed that all attempts to get to Mr. Ford
for purposes of interviewing for newspapers had broken on
the secretarial rocks. Then out of sheer decency and good
will he asked me to lunch.
Luncheon was served in what had been a small farm-
house now near the massive tractor plant/ Here sitting at a
large round table chatting amiably on current topics with
various of his officials including Mr. Mayo, his chief engineer,
was Henry Ford. My host introduced me all around but not
as a reporter. The main subjects of discussion turned to
Russia and Germany. As I had been in Europe during and
after the war I took a liberal part in the conversation and
replied at some length to questions put by Mr. Ford. He
was interested in industrial and economic conditions in these
countries in view of expansion of his own industry abroad.
It was purely out of respect for my host and his own standing
with his employer that I did not introduce myself more
thoroughly to the motor manufacturer and tell him that I
was in his presence for the purpose of inquiring about the
story in Wall Street that he had sought and had been refused
a loan of $75,000,000. Putting aside the embarrassment

